THE GOLDEN LOTUS

"Are you having actors or singing-boys?" Po-chueh asked.

"We are having the Hai Yen company of actors/' Hsi-mSn
Ch'ing said, ubut I have engaged four singing-boys as well,"

"Who are they, Brother?" Po-chueh asked.

"Wu Hui, Cheng Fgng, Cheng Ch'un and Tso Shun,"
Hsi-men said.

"Why not Li Ming?" ^

"He has climbed too high to care about my patronage any
more," Hsi-mSn said,

"Why should you say that, Brother?" Po-chueh said. "He
can hardly come if you don't send for him. I didn't know
you were angry with him. And the business for which you are
angry with him is really not his concern at all. He can't help
what happens at the bawdy-house. We must not be unfair to *
him. This morning he called at my house and said, with tears
in his eyes, that, apart from the relations which have existed
between you and his sister, he has served you himself for
several years. Now, he says, you send for the others and will
have nothing to do with him. He swore on his oath that he
had nothing to do with that business at the house. If you are
angry with him, it will be very awkward indeed for him. He
is only a boy. He can't earn a great amount of money and, if
you stop sending for him, his position will be impossible."

"Li Ming, come here!" he called. "Tell your father all
about it. Why are you hiding there? Come here, I tell you.
Even an ugly bride must meet her father-in-law sometime."

Li Ming was standing outside the hall. He bowed and then
stood upright, like the image of a little devil. He had been
listening to what they were saying and, when Po-chueh called
him, he came in quickly and knelt down. He kotowed
repeatedly.

"Father,** he said, "you must think about this again. If I
had anything to do with that business, may my bones be
broken to pieces by horses or carts, and may I die at the hand
of the executioner. Your kindness to me in the past has always
been so splendid. My people and I can never repay you. If
you are angry with me, the others in my profession will laugh
at me and look down on me. I can never find another master
like you."                                                                     *

He cried aloud, knelt on the floor, and would not get up.